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i BELIEVE in the theatre-cure. As this
is the age of smug fads and delicately
nurtured hobbies, I don't see why I

shouldn't be allowed to cherish one on my
own account. Humanity seems to be exceedingly111 at ease nowadays. In fa»t, it
is quite the thing to own a waste ailment
or two. No thoroughly respectable person,
hoping to adorn the community to which he
belongs, can afford to be mentally and physicallyhealthy. For all the ills that flesh
is heir to there are nice new-fangled treatments,quaint cures that would astonish
Esculapius of past decades. Under the circumstancesI feej no hesitation in adyertisinsrmv own theatre-cure. Consultations
by letter only. I have treated myself so

frequently and so successfully and my experiencehas been so long and'varied that
I say unreluctantly to one and all "Oomo
and be treated. Follow my advice and all
will be well."
A medical friend of mine has handed In

a number of letters addressed to him by
sufferers all over the city, and I herewith
undertake to answer them, and give yon
some idea of the' comprehensive scope of
my marvellous theatre-cure. Playwrights
furnish the drugs, actors mix them,
and managers bottle and label 'em. They
are pever nausepus; they are seldom dangerous.iftaken in moderation.and occasionallythey are exceedingly toothsome
and desirable.
Here Is a letter: "For weeks I have been

Buffering from Insomnia. Somehow or other,
I can't sleep at night. I court Imaginary
eheep. I go through the alphabet backwards;I Indulge In vulgar fractions nn'tll
iheir vulgarity sickens me. I am afraid of
Opiates. Kindly suggest some remedy, and
ib'.lge."
There Is nothing so horrid as Insomnia

- <he ceaseless pitching and tossing upon
Jt warm and unsympathetic bed. Fortunatelythis .is one of the easiest ailments In
the repertoire of my theatre-cure. There
are drugs galore In my market.' To the
writer of the above letter. I beg to say
that I strongly recommend one good, strong
dose of Marie Lloyd at Koster and Blal's.
It Is the simplest and least disagreeable
thing In town at present, nnd the results
are guaranteed. Drop Into Koster apd
Blal's. thinking that you are going to be
very rollicking and festive, and wait.simply
wait^for Marie Lloyd. The first droop In
your -eyelids will occur at the close of her
first song, dealing with "the best man
breathing." By the time she has reached
her Spanish ditty. I can promise you one of
the most gorgeous yawns you have ever accomplished.and at the close of the "Barmaid"chansonette you will be like the
tlrdie in the nursery song, and "fold your
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cherub-like, will come to you, you will close
your eyes in a series of fetching and cinematographicvisions. Try It, suffering.one.
try it. If it falls, let me know. There, are
other Insomnia remedies in my theatre-cure
repertoire. This particular one, however,
served me in good stead. I speak from experience.
"My married life Is a dead failure,"

writes Maud M. "I have a husband who
tipples. He is ardently devoted to cocktails,and leaves me with my children to
shuffle for ourselves. He has Joined temperanceunions galore, and tries hard to dis-
cover the latent beauties of sarsaparllla.
It Is no good. Help me, if you can, for I
am desperate."

Inebriety is ,<r,a /»£Ua»ent that must be
appro<?*tfy gingerly manner, my
.iear W\id. Sarsaparilla is quite useless,
and, personally, I don't believe in the
Keeley cure. Your loved one, will, I
think, be benefited by two or three
doses of a capital tonic called "A Stranger
in New York," to be purchased at the GarrickTheatre. He will see the cocktail in
Incessant use. In fact, such a kaleidoscopic
array of cocxtails wlll^be placed before his
eyes, that he will say to himself before the
evening Is over: "Is there.is there nothing
el-e? Is all the world a cocktail? Is the
co ktnll really nothing more but a humorousadjuoct to a partlcujarly farcical
farce?" These questions will occur to him
so frequently that when water is passed
around between the acts he will probably
take a glass as an experiment. And when
you reach your home you will probably be
surprised to find hubby at thei Ice box delvingfor a bottle of sarsaparilla. "A Stranger
In New York" Is a delightful cure, Most

im
prescribes fp^^a-trica

aAnyftynf
i ANNA I
ij] HE.LD
11 Cure:

"Pfauwriofits
r « p

nvMT

|jj|j * Dl»

2^ 111 ftf'A STBANi^ MEWY<

"Managers %jf
Bottle

n̂

and lWJkLabef 'Em."

A ' 1
SCfBW

& HM1NE®
(ETOE 1F®&

AMT[°IHA11@MAMIA

remedies debilitate the system somewhat,
this tones It up to musTc pitch. Positively,
my dear Maud, I almost wish that I myselfwere an Inebriate, so that I could conscientiouslydose myself up with "A
Stranger In New York."
"I have a dreadful cold In my head,"

says "Despairing Father," on a postal
card. "I suppose It is what Is vulgarlycalled the snuffles. I have tried
everything, from lozenges upward. Life
Just now Is very unpleasant. I live
on on a of tho mnnv ctroafa whopo f-Tioir nra

opening sewers. I am unable to smell anything,and this grieves me deeply. I see

my dear and devoted wife holding her nose
all day, and It is horrid to be so completely
out of It. Can you suggest anything?"

I can and I will. Go to the Manhattan
Theatre, despairing popper, and inhale the
entire first act of "The First Born." If
that doesn't reach your olfactory nerves

nothing on earth can do it* "The First
Born" is very penetrating, and by the time
you have reached the second half of
the entertainment your nose will have
succumbed to the Incessant strain. I can
guarantee this remedy. It Is almost infallible,and It is the only thing of the kind
in town. It is not disagreeable, for after
you have grown thorotvghly accustomed to
the aroma of this drama you will like It.
"I am so tired," says Malvlna in violet

ink. "Somehow or other I can't un-tire
myself. I rise with the lark every morningat 10 o'clock, and my limbs feel like
lead. I should like to be able to skip from
my bed, trilling a ditty, as I have heard
that other girls do. In novels all the
heroines go out in the garden before breakfflat nrt/1 r»nm» hn^lr with A orov

and posies of flowers, which they place on
-the breakfast table. (I am alluding to the
flowers, and not,,the feet.) Why cannot I
do' likewise? Give me a' tonic, I beg of
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where a blithe and inspiring young woman

Is stamping a frolicsome personality upon a

most appetizing and satisfactory play
called "The Little Minister." The young
woman is Maude Adams, and you had'bettersee her at once, Malvlna. "The Little
Minister" is the most popular medicament
in the market at present. It is in my
chest (my medicine chest) labelled "Rough
on That Tired Peeling." Miss Adams Is
Just*-the sort of yourfg woman whose exampleyou hanker to emulate. You can

imagine her getting up at 4 a. m, and doing
the beauties of nature, and afl that sort of
thing, while the drones snore in their' cots.
You can picture her plucking huge nosegaysof morning-glories and putting them
In little vases on the,breakfast table beside
tho sardines and marmalade. You can almostsee her sitting down 'with a healthy
appetite to discuss a kippered herring, or
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some brutally wholesome watercress. No- t

body could possibly be tired while watch- t
ihg Maude Adains iu "The Little Minister."' ii
With her life is real, aud ditto earnest. I ,

can t'hick of nothing better for you than a t'
series of Empire^ matinees, taken, of h
course, judiciously: Don't lie gluttonous P
about Vhem, dear. Sip them, saver them, .y

appreciate their bouquet, and your tired 11

feeling will go from you most unexpected- n

ly. You will yet live to thank me for my a

advice. s

"I have a lover," writes Felicity L., "but t

somehow or other he seems to imagine '

that I am his sister. Unfortunately, I am 1

not one of those girls who cares to be any *

man's sister. I should infinitely prefer to t
be his wife. He appears to be a sort of t
anti-matromaniac. Papa asked him his in- t
tentions the other evening, and he replied r

that he didn't believe in such nonsense as

intentions. He likes to discuss chilly sub- r

Jects, such as 'The Difficulty of,Life in the e

Klondike,' and I can't lure him away f^om i
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he odious topic of politics. Don't you
liink. it Is a disease? Is^Is there a balm
q Gileacl?"
There Is, Indeed, Felicity L. Your Lohariocan most assuredly be brought to
iterest himself In the always pungent
roblem of marriage. But don't' throw
ourself at him, dear. Young men don't
ke that. Get him to buy a couple of
latinee tickets for "The Lady of Lyons"
t the Lyceum Theatre, and prepare yourelfto witness his rapid cure. On the way
o the theatre talk of Klondike persistenty.Ring in the new Klondike lecturer,
larry de Windt, and beg him to take you
o the illustrated lectures. Be more siserlythan any sister, and when you reach
he Lyceum tell him not to sit too close
o you, as you .like plenty of breathing
oom.
You will note gladly that the ardent and
omantic love-making of young Mr. Sothrnand Virginia Earned rivets his attention,
it about 8 o'clock try another allualon to
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Klondike, and If I am not mistaken be will
"Hang that Ice-bound resort." Half an

hour later you can venture to leave one Ql
your nanus bdoui. ne wm pica it up u.uu

Bqueeze if. When Virginia departs foi
Mrs. Melnotte's house, under the cover ol
Claude's nice warm coat, your companion
will probably say a tender thing or two.
When you get home you will notice a completechange. Another matinee must be
taken before the experiment can bear ripe
fruit. If, however, you persist at "The
Lady of Lyons" he will propose upon the
slightest provocation, and your anti-matromoniacwill be converted.

"I am always crying," writes "Wearj
Motnmer;" "the least trifle completely upsetsme. Tears stream down my cheeks
of V\**£Milr-facs+ or»/l 1nnnhoon flTlfl rHnilAIV ]

am thoroughly miserable, apropos of noth
ing at all. My daily routine irritates me.

I can't think of anything for dinner'- bul
roast beef and boiled mutton. These ar<

the only Ideas I have in my head. Mj
family rarely complains, but last night mj
husband remarked 'Roast beef again! Hov
original!" This affected me deeply. I laic
my head on the table-cloth, and sobbec
as though my heart would break. To
night I am going to have the roast bee:
cold, and I am afraid.dreadfully afraid. I
I could only cheer up!"
This is easy.deliciously easy. "Wean

Mommer" will, I hope, forgive the physi
clan's callousness with which I approacl
V. ~" T -rf* oil ntlmortfo morn o o on
uer L"ttE>C. il AAA uituiv.ii i>tj T1VAV. uo buow-^/w

ble of instant relief. I say to this poor
tirgfi lady, "Put on your bonnet and shawl
aitfrtrot off at once to see 'What Happene<
to Jones' at the Bijou." Take your famil;
with you to share your joyous sensations
You will laugh there, Madame, and laughte
is the simplest and most effective tonic.
Long before the evening Is o\er you wtl
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hay® forgotten that there is snch a thing
on earth as roast heef, and If anybody,i
should chance to allude In your hearing to
boiled mutton, you will for a moment or
two wonder whether It Is candy or furniture.There Is nothing In the world like
laughter. It Is, moreover, contagions.
"The man who cannot laugh," says C&rlyle,"Is not only fit for treasons, etrata-j
gems and spoils, but his whole life Is alreadya treason and a stratagem." The
beauty about "What Happened to Jones"
is that It makes you laugh in spite of your*
self. You may try your hardest to rememberyour roast beef and boiled mutton
agony, but you will find the task absolutely
Impossible. Such plays are godsends. The
world Is full of weary mothers and tired
fathers, sick of the perpetual round ot
sordid existence.hating the bread-and-butterstruggle, wondering whether there isn't
anything else here below, and Insistently;
seeking for some relaxation.
"X. Y. Z." asks for a cure for rheumatism-

which is a singularly acute and painful
disorder. I quail before it. The theatrecurehas very little hope for rhenmatlsra
as a genera! thing. Just now, however, I
should advise "X. Y. Z." to take a look at
Anna Held in "La Poupee" at the Lyric
Theatre. It is a sort of Btudy in the art!
©f how to "Umber" your joints. Miss
Held plays the part of a deftly jointed
French doll, and the exercise to which she
submits herself would be distinctly bene*
flclal to the rheumatic. It will, moreover^
show you where your Joints are. A great?
many people don't know that they own
such luxuries. The agony of articulation
will be associated with tuneful melody, and
perhaps when you get home you will think
of the doll's song and hum It over, while
you are being rubbed with camphorated
oil. I wont, however, swear to the efficacy)
of treatment by "La Poupee." Rheumatism
Is such a very difficult thing to combat.
"X. Y. Z." can try a dose of the Lyric's
concoction, and In case of success. fumlBh
It with a signed testimonial such as "X
have tried 'La Poupee,' and found It the
only thing on earth for rheumatism. Youra
gratefully, X. Y. Z."

I should recommend "The Belle of New
York" fdr Indigestion. There is enough la
it to tire one of food.especially the rich
and vinous diet popular lp the Tenderloin.
Here is a 6ad case: "My son John," writes

"Bewildered Parent," "Is inclined to be
very saucy. We cannot tame him. He
stays out until 11 o'clock every night. At
dinner he turns up his nose scornfully at
my home-made root beer. The other day.
cook gave notice because he kissed her.
She made it clear that she didn't particularlymind being kissed. But, as it happened,her 'steady' had witnessed the embrace,and was much put out about it. I*
it not strange that a young man brought
up as my son John has been brought up,
could forget himself to such an extent as

to kiss the cook? It was not my fault. I
always engage the ugliest creatures I can

find. John is a rake, I am much afraid.
He ts skittish. Can I hope for any remedy71
Is it possible to discourage him?"

I don't like this -case at all. It is a triflo
too much for me. Still, my theatre-cure la
far-reaching. Send your son John, O "BeJ
wildered Parent," to Hoyt's Theatre,
where he can see "The Proper Caper." It
will show him how very ungraceful too

[ much Ejklttlshness can be, when it is plc"torially displayed. If it does not tame hla
wild and exuberant spirits, I shall bo

' very much surprised. He will hate the
! horrid old creature who falls In love with
r Amelia Bingham, and he will say to himrself, "If I don't take care, I shall be liko
r that one of these days." There is nothing
1 in cases of moral distress, like confronting;
1 a patient with an exaggerated image of

himself. "The Proper Caper" is the best
' shoff in town for your saucily inclined
f son. He will return to your fold another'

boy. I shouldn't t^e at all surprised if b»{
7 clamored for that home-made root beer,

and then asked you to rock him to sleep!
i and sing something with a "hush-a-by" In]
- it. At any rate, the experiment is worth
, trying. It Is daring, but not dangerous.

Lack of space forbids my attention ti.
i other and vital letters. I shall be pleased j
y to hear from sufferers. My fee is nothing at
.. all.and pjenty of it. You see I am anxlona }
r to boom the theatre-cure. My firm opinion'

is that the theatre is the safety-valve
1 the community. ALAN I)ALB, Jj


